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-MEMENTO VIVERE- 


The knowledge seeded throughout the fertile words of any 
occult text is either an utter figment of some ferocious 
imagination or very purposefully incomplete. The grandmaster 
mystics, from the wizards of Babylon to the prehippy witch and 
worlock theosophies, have all followed the tradition of 
exempting important links from their bastardized philosophies. 
Fragments meant to reveal to the worthy apprentice in other 
volumes of work or drug induced indoctrinations. No single 
supernatural tome shall ever prophesy every element of the 
formulae seeked. 

My personal discovery of a fixnctional necromancy spurt forth 
from the uterus of a fortunate miscalculation chain reacted 
through embalming fluid enchanted by Tibetan Dark Arts, 
expired formaldehyde mixed in with water based banana flavored 
sex lubricants, and a rather repulsive trailer truck driver 
who paid $3,000.00 in crisp cash to make sweet sick love to 
Mrs Buttersworth's cold corpse anal orifice. 

Do not judge me. Plenty of doctors-in-waiting take advantage 
of the delicate supplies lain out at our pedagogic disposal. 
Maybe under this light you can now better comprehend that 
neutered guilt peering from your physician’s gaze everytime 
you handle the bill. The dead do not feel, yet tuitions run to 
the bone. 

And yes, I actively dabbled in deciphering these dangerous 
mysteries. Their pathways unfurled before me when I owned a 
pet bunny for less than 24 hours as a stupid kid. The idea was 
to keep him in a big dark brown plastic storage box with only 
a fraction of the top left open. Enough to allow oxygen to 
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feed my cute little bunny’s cute little bunny lungs while I 
was at school, and then go bunny rabbit cage shopping around 3 
p,m....but I felt the reasoning too harsh a cruelty creeping 
under my skin. So I covertly left the lid open wide enough for 
illumination to rain in half the box, certain of how this 
maneuver was to make partners in crime ouf of bunny and I 
against our parental authority. 

I'm sure one could smell the excitement pouring from my 3rd 
grade persona as I raced up the stairway to my bedroom. I'm 
sure one could have choked on the evaporating infantile joy as 
I lifted the lid of an empty confinement, eyes darting wildly 
in search of my yet-to-be-named furry footed friend. Some 
shall even shed a tear to hear how I discovered my beloved 
little bunny’s fate had been to hop hop hop his adorable 
little bunny way in my toilet bowl to float face down and 
dead. 

Part of me forever perished with him. I dug the grave with 
bare hands. Prayer did not care to bring about a second 
chance. That was the last time I ever cried, when the lacrimae 
slicked my wheel of fortune in motion. Bunny's death birthed 
in me the curiosity that eased its bit between my hungry 
intellect's sharp teeth to giddyap us into arid valleys 
cloaking forbidden magicks. 

Next to none openly desire to sign up to be the needed help 
in the University Morgue. I found my foot in that doorway of 
the deceased as a part time janitor starting my 11th grade 
year. Some strange fate landed me the graveyard shift, a close 
Edmund Kump style friendship with the night guard, and left 
plenty of time to freely compare my esoteric literature to the 
academic medical notes of expert doctors and morticians. 


My very first masturbatory experience culminated in my sperm 
searing across the freckle ridden face of a dead young 
redhead. She had never looked so gorgeous. Neither did she 
revive as I figured the Egyptian texts meant. Her post-mortem 
make-up was applied over the plaster of my self-inflicted 
fornication. After the funeral, the mother sent a card and 
home made macadamia nut cookies to thank me for how her 
daughter appeared so elegantly at peace in the ebony casket. I 
easily became an unofficial apprentice of sorts as I began my 
premed year. 

What wrestled the surprise of my innocence was how the 
buggered carcass of our dear Mrs Buttersworth was not the 
vessel to cheat the afterlife. I prefered to play with elderly 
corpses since they logically would be the simplest to bludgeon 
back to death if they did in fact turn all brain starved zombi 
e on me. Those sneakey life defying forefathers hid well these 
following obscene realities: 

Our sweet old lady’s plantain scented mothball ass became a 
gateway to some Anubian realm as the friendly fat white trash 
phenomena emptied his necrophilic nectar within. Necrosis then 
rapidly swept against the obliterated grain of his 
unsuspecting axons, transforming pale flab flesh into a danse 
macabre feast of ghastly purples and evil greens. The morbid 
black eyed rot suddenly swung to face my shadowed hiding. I 
slightly orgasmed out of terror when this massive butterball 
freak treaded toward me with naked decay dangling back and 
forth between his legs, but he or it simply froze paces away. 

Ned, as the cheap bus stop hat on his undead head read, was 
now my golem automaton forged from the kindle lain in his dead 
fucking gluttony. Ned did what I said, with a strength to 


shame Heracles, and a growing stench putrid enough to disgust | 
a kinky fecophiliac. But several years waned before I learned 
to lessen the effects of entropy, for tny experimentations all | 
steadily syphoned themselves into puddles of pus. They served j 
as floating slaves for the mindless mechanics of blatant I 

horror, brute force, and untraceable revenge. i 

I now humbly pronounce myself to be an alchymical atriste, 
for I successfully combine the raw potencies above with the 
finesse of my well awarded first ginger ejaculation. These 
words you read are dictated to the severed hand of a once 
expert calligrapher, heard through the ever patient ears of a 
recently murdered confessional priest. There is a generous 
window in which the marvels of modem skin-grafting and 
cellular splicing can be applied to the obstinacy of expiring i 
flesh, yet the true divinity lies within preserving the life I 
in death. We drench the hearts of our vices, our passions, our I 
loves, and our hates into the metaphysical pores of our | 

spiritual wanderlust. I strive to master the taxidermy of this 
archaic amalgam, to fuze the remnants of elevated talents and 
minds with select portions of anatomy... for the brutal truth 
is that almost all are only worth what few amusements he, she 
or it is good at or good for. 

Maybe I'll allow you to visit my laboratory to witness the 
fragment spawns of which I speak. I have the retinae of a 
microbiologist implanted in the renown nostrils of a sommelier 
to study visions in fragrance. I have the esophagus of a 
virgin viper set in an Amish butter churner's right arm vise 
grip to pleasure me savagely. I have the fingers of a surreal 
masseur in place of the toes of an erotic dancer's feet 
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devising wonder after coveted wonder signed as the abstract 
virtu of a now famous J. J. Digitstein which I auction to the 
highest Sotheby’s bidder. I even have myself a faithful 
familiar, a cute little undead bunny minion that shall never 
decompose on me. Maybe you'll learn to appreciate my 
achievement. Maybe you’ll become a central element of my next 
masterpiece. 

Dr. Oswald Detanoiska 
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POPULAR REALITY AS WE PERCIEVE IT IS INVARIABLY WRONG...._A1 Fry 

We humans have lonj been on a prison planet in a free choice universe 
filled with parasites.As the MATRIX movie intimated^we are simply energy 
food for some other dimensional parasitic intelligences. In scriptures 
the worst of these parasites were called ’fallen angels.but in fact, 
spirits of many levels got exiled here for falling away from our creat¬ 
ors ’rules of conduct . As physical beings,we are subject to various 
cycles & are now coming to a cyclic ending which ad to do with learning 
about the futility of using domination systems in our actions & cultures. 

Lets run over some cosmology that puts an end to the rubbish that we 
have been fed by Sagan & similar pawns in the matrix games: 

The creation we percieve is made up of a medium that could be called 
the aether that is made up of atoms that act like water which can flow 
stretch & contract.As physical beings we can only see one side of the 
balloon...or what we see as the ’flatland’. Math that is based on the 
present trinary system is unable to handle this like trinary math can. 

Like sound, light is simply vibratory waves much like the ripples sent 
out when a pebble hits water in a pond. It is non material atoms linking 
that makes up our material world & our thoughts can send such non material 
atoms knowingly...or unknowingly as in the case of mothers growing a fetus. 

Science has yet to discover the very tiny electro tonal units that comp¬ 
ose the frequency fields that make up our creation matrix. These are cryst- 
aline in nature & make up the building blocks of GOD. As we humans slip in¬ 
to the judgment period of this cycles ending,the intruder entities with 
their sperior technology will have a choice. They will be required to give 
up their domination games or face termination. The worthy or ’meek’ of less 
parasitic natures will be going up in vibe levels & be gaining the many 
free energy technologies so long withheld from humanity. This change will 
I’elease mother Earth from being blocked from many free energys that once 
gave her greater life forces. Before her central sun core was altered in 
order to strand the rebel spirits here,we physical life forms had no need 
of feeding on other life forms as parasites. In the inner Earth under this 
inner ’sun’ there are residents who get pushed against the land mass just 
as we get pulled by gravity to our land mass. The keys to inner Earth were 
the lead lined tools in the arc of the covenant & had to be hidden from 
the intruders to prevent the instrusion problems we all got. 

From a little higher vantage point,Earth,our Galaxy,& creation are simply 
our GOD who has spread out into segments that allow we spirits & lesser ent 
ities to experience ’life’ in our various forms. As lesser forms of our GOD 
we are given the right to create on higher levels if done within bounds 
that don’t harm others.(The prime directive) The mechanics are simple and 
involve holding a steady,long thought of what we desire. Unknowingly this 
is done by mothers when they create a child in their womb. All around us 
Gods trillions of helpers do this to make up our physical world. The idea 
that it all just fell together is akin to the notion an aa^roplane got put 
together by passing over a junk yard. As usual,the truth is simple.,.. 


COSMOLOGY 
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You can keep the children in your life safe and healthy by storing 
all marijuana products in a locked area that children cannot see or reach. 


Children want to be like their parents and the other adults in their lives. 
When you use marijuana in front of them, they may want to use it, too. 
You can keep them safe and healthy by not using marijuana 
when kids are around. 



IT MAY YOUR BABY 

if you use marijuana in any form and at any time during 
your pregnancy or while you are breastfeeding. 





Symptoms can include your child having trouble walking or sitting 
starting to be sleepy or having a hard time breathing. 


OAR 845-025-2860 























NIGHT THOUGHTS ON THE POISON PATH 


The nights hold me like so many 
lies. There is no- universal reality, 
but the upholders of universal real¬ 
ity are everywhere, creating their 
fetters for the imagination. There? 
are not just the priests of religion 
or science doing this,. There are al¬ 
so anti-fools who, in the name of 
certain poisons, proclaim personal 
wonders as universal truths and in 
doing so, destroy the wonder, reduc¬ 
ing it to yet another banal lie. How 
can these anti—fools not see that 
nearly every horror of h-uman social 
life has had its origin in some pro¬ 
claimed "universal truth"? Until 
each and every one of us can under¬ 
stand that the only genuine "cosmic 
joke" is that there is na "cosmos", 
except in the unicfue, utterly per¬ 
sonal experience of each individual 
—> and that such an utterly personal 
"cosmos" can only be a joke, the id¬ 
iotic misery of striving to impose a 
"universal truth" on everyone will 
continue. Herein lies the horror of 
laws, governments, wars, execution, 
pogroms, genocides, inquisitions, 
witch-hunts, etc,, etc. If, in ex¬ 
ploring the poison path, you have 
not leamed this, then you have 
learned nothing. You have merely 
used this path to take you back 
around to where you planned to be, 
For you it was just another way to 
confirm the dogmas you already as¬ 
sumed. Not surprising that the 
Christian doing mushrooms on an old 
Mayan pyramid encounters demons. 


Nor that the new'-ager finds "uni¬ 
versal oneness" on acid — precisely 
where I expeirience myself as crreaiior 
of myself and my ovto uniq-ue, person¬ 
al pluriverses. It is possible that 
poaticallv these might be different 
ways of talking about a similar ex¬ 
perience,, but only when you and I 
drop dogma and belief, -Ahd we only 
drop them when we each realize that 
with our words we are each CTeating- 
analogies, metaphors, stories , to 
express how each of us, individually 
and uniquely dances with the worlds 
we create, A dance of love, of 
magic, of had:red, of passion, of 
burning, fierce, willftil self-' / 

creation. / 

/ 

—AL / 

Contact THE BOHEMIAN ROGUE at: ' 










BRING To THE SURFAce 1 
thElR. HEAPS,I 
8 W>vjn, R6P,wHit^ftAcic;| 
bring TRBR heaps T6THC 
SURfACa tllpct A HAPPV 

CAaBuNCLe,A happy 

"many HEAPEp Boiu!" 

A HAPPY HYDRA oF 
YELV-OW CORES AND HEAPS 1 
, Atl- INTEErwlNEP PEnEAIN 
L THe SKIN AND M«eO--i 


/AAKE the WORv. 0 youR. GOttfA’ 
that brings io The surface , 
THESE Poor ScwlS, EvEN AS THE 
SKIN OF Yoi>A HOAAONyCCgOS 
BR.INCS THE YfiUOlN HEAD of WE 
«OH- TO the Surface and then 
1 ^S IT, EVEN AS PHOEBE PopSTHE 
IpiMPlES ON her 6<NPRieND'6 BACK] 
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I was called by the gods before I was born, 
without my seeing one of them. 1 must admit | 
to a twinge of regret—a regret at the passing . I 
of the unique relationship we once shared. / 
But the feeli ng passes w henever I se e them j 
dead drunk. You can almost pick them off the I 
branches. Well, you take those Gods and fry ! 
the breasts in gr ease and mixjih^ with rice I 
butter, eaten with a communal wooden spoon. 
S everal spoonfu l s are enoug h to fill us. But the 
clothes cling like clammy cerements. My i 
notebook became a soggy clot, the sweat from 
my ha nd blurring word s even a s I w rotgjhem. 
JilisJLle arned, and mo re, as I searched for 
la nguages, servin g the old g ods , followin g the 
sound in the soul like an organ chord. And 
always jwith a haunting s ense of tragedy. F or 
to mull over clues Thad encountered. Sitting 
o n the floor of my ti ny room—with the paper ; 
seemed to be waiting for something. At one 
' point I estimated there were some ten thou- 
^ sand p airs of unbl inking eyes fixed on me. It 
was ou t to scare me out of my witsTahd th^ 
fou nded a religion based on belief in di ving 
turnips I grow myself. Sometimes I take a 
little piece of chicken. But no snuff or tobacco 
or strong drink. Food stamps? I can’t suclTV 















































fountain pens dry. I would find old socks in, 

, m y morning coffee. It was j^ontinual battle 
and s ay to h ell wi th everyone else. Even the 
gods depicted here'study the JohnM<Bennett 
language scientifically, will ev en find words 
like trash fish, the hen dr inks and I repeat, 
fiying high, just thinking up new ways of 
the had dock to smoke pot over hickory in 

^1^^, sk y-C ity^ North Carolina the sm oke tower, 
built lord FuiQu e showed me a drawing of 
gods, in varied manifestation s. Po^Tv 
cow s out back. Now it’s a pa rking lot So ' 
wa ter. Some may call that a cop-out, but 

when it makes yo u happy an d lifers so shoj^ 
that is, havetheirwienersikissed. For as to the 
. kissing of lips or cheeks it is not the mode i 
h ere; the first is reckon ed ru de, and the other ’ 

i^^Mpuse wear ing lipstick. 
Nothing is resembling a giant egg god. poo~ 

which hardly missed a puff in the transfer. 



Soniething Weni Wrong in 
Jet Crasit Expert Says 


If 








































I -THC: 

( ciit^'ATUitE'*-He wm? 

_STtoL^ 

TAO^ISt^. 



•the 

SA 1 > 
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FLOATING 


Eye your church fog head where below the thrashing book 
fire's spH and the white verse urine's 
better for you than the run in my tongue 
stepping on the shore your leg keeps coughing on 
deeper peels 

than the goat conceals 
what trunk hog wind 
drifted on the window with. 

After that it drifted on 

white verse urine. 

Now reverse the comer 
in the twilight where AurOTa.twists 
deeper than inside the inner pocket** 
blind shadows waving tube hufts** 
skin drying on dork lent when the wallets dry the wigglers 
pad across the furnace room 
my leg cloud whipping at your chair 
Switch nudges tu^ softly for greater 
regurgitation. Anyway greater 
than itch lands’ phase where dressed lunch means 
stars on your fiice, and I'm either handy or Pm 
asleep 

(thanks to JMB) 
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{‘aranoid Rhapsody 

By: Neal Wilgus 

We regret to inform yon 
tl^at yonr assigned Surveillance Agent, 
^olm Q. Oocklebur, d'r. bas died 
after Coe 2 ^os^ed> years on tlae job. 

170 doubt you were unaware 
of his work and its impact 
upon your life and times, 
but it was C6ensored>. 

Cocklebur was assigned to your case 
in Ccensored>, at which time 
you were a student at <censo3red>. 
Allegations made by (censored^ 
resulted in our inquiry concerning 
your Ccensored> activities and beliefs. 
Cocklebur was especially concerned 
about your journalistic and poetic 
ambitions and publications 
and arranged on Ccensored> 
to have your name registered 
with the Ccensored> Board 
which approves work in Ccensored>. 

Although you were not aware of it, 
it was Cocklebur who introduced 
you to your first wife Ccensored> 
and helped secure your 
low-level position at Ccensored>, 
blocking your promotion to Ccensored> 
and assuring you would never 
rise above mid-level at best. 

Cocklebur had access to all 
your records as well as postal messages, 
telephone taps, photos and wires, 
acquaintances and secret Ccensored>, 
ambitions, refiections, dreams. 

His work on your Ccensored> 
has been turned over to his son, 

John Q. Cockleb^lr, III, who will 
carry on his Ccensored) work. 






^olm docklebur, Jr. was a 
'^tal part of our Ccexuiored>, 
a braw and patriotic C^ensored) 
and be wiU be 
by bis gxietring co-worbers. 

Bum tbls, by order of ^seusored). 



e- 
















★ Increase your mental clarity and alertness. 

★ Turn on your creative juices. Work longer, be 
more productive and cut back on your appetite. 

^ Produce the positive effects of cocaine and am¬ 
phetamines without harmful side effects. 

★ Activate your mind and body while your energy 
level continues to soar. 

★ Lets you feel the delight as your awareness grows 
and your senses expand into new realms. 

★ Open up a new world of fun, pleasure and 
excitement 

I 


THIS IS VOUfi CHANCE 
OONT BLOW IT 

Now mas he this sounds like a hunch ol- 
“jrujmbc^-.iomtxt" lo you. If s.» — let u.s *-uggest 
this; 

• Put your doubts aside tor awhile and 
yourself a chance. 

Ntiiice we said "give yourself*' u chance. 

This principle works and all the OouIms in 
the world won t change that. But if you kt jour 
doubts get in your way — anti you don't at least 
give It a try — you 11 he scllmg. yourself short 

10 THIS METHOD IS FBIENDIYI 



Cash Rer Copy 


Fucks With Your Mind Til 
You Come To Your Senses 

POBoxlS Poultney VT 05764 

Aa^s, fffou. pAMpeuusd. ix> /lAczi-ve. tJxA ^hoch-inj^ iJJjsiAciiMAJt, AftcJto^ecL? 




























